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natural energies might die away without creating their
miracles: can the wheel or the rack rival the torture of such
a suspicion?"

A holiday trip in Germany precipitated the decision. In
company with his father he saw the small Courts of Ger-
many, those brilliant and happy societies, those charming
theatres where the Grand Duke himself would conduct the
orchestra from his box. They were well received. Military
bands played during meals. Old Mr. D'Israeli, with his
pink complexion and white hair, was taken for an English
general. His son was secretly flattered by the mistake. The
world was too beautiful and too varied for any one to spend
his youth in turning over the pages of briefs. As they came
down the magical waters of the Rhine, under those mys-
terious hills from which the ivy-clad towers gazed down, he
decided that on his return he would turn his back on the
whole abracadabra of the law.